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hysterics. I observed to Mrs. Gerry that it seemed to be an early
hour for ladies to breakfast She said she always rose early, and
found it conducive to her health. She was inured to it from her
childhood in New York, and that it was the practice of the best
families in Philadelphia/*
After breakfast Cutler went on a tour of Inspection through
the city, hospitably received by various scholars, clergymen, and
physicians, including Benjamin Rush, to whom he had brought
letters of introduction, and much impressed by Peale's Museum,
of which he wrote a graphic account. The State House he thought
a "noble building; die architecture is in a richer and grander
style than any public building I have before seen." That day the
Supreme Court of Pennsylvania was in session in the room oppo-
site Independence Hall, the three judges in red robes, the lawyers
in black. Cutler understood that the Convention was sitting, not
in Independence Hall but in the room directly above it. This
may have been some temporary arrangement, or Cutler may
have been in error. All he could see with his own eyes was the
sentries "planted without and within—to prevent any person from
approaching near—who appear to be very alert in the perform-
ance of their duty." He admired the State House Yard, which
he called the Mall, and spoke of the building for the American
Philosophical Society and the "County Court-house** (later Con-
gress Hall) which were in construction on the east and the west
sides of the State House. There must have been noises from the
convict workmen, but Cutler mentioned instead the outcries of
the inmates of the Walnut Street Prison, shouting insults or
begging alms from ''the passers-by.
At five o'clock Gerry took Cutler to call on Franklin, "We
found him in his Garden, sitting upon a grass plat under a very
large Mulberry, with several other gentlemen and two or three
ladies. There was no curiosity in Philadelphia which I felt so
anxious to see as this great man, who has been the wonder of
Europe as well as the glory of America. ... In short, when I
entered his house, I felt as if I was going to be introduced to
the presence of an European Monarch. But how were my ideas
changed, when 1 saw a short, fat, tranched old man, in a plain
Quaker dress, bald pate, and short white locks, sitting without
his hat under the tree, and, as Mr. Gerry introduced me, rose
from his chair, took me by the hand, expressed his joy to see me,

